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BASTILLE 


ЕТТЕН” 
Троа 
ES ИВИ i EMINUS ША 


он THINGS ме О SP BAD BLOOD 


We were caught up ond ом in ll of our vices 

a your posso he du setled шей * 
And the walls кори down in the city hat we love 
Greot clouds rll over the hills bringing darkness from above 


ЕЕ fy 


Оһ where do we begin, the rubble or ovr sins? 
Oh where do we begin he БЫ or out sins? 


The things 
And the wells kept tumbling down. city that we love lings we | 
etd ei be тор hoe мааа. 


Софа tht we пети be йө те дрва 


But if you dose you eyes you undentond that we will never be the some 


Does it almost feel like nothing changed at oll? 


71 don't wonne hear you tok obou it anymore. 
Ard if you dese your ee 


` All this bod blood here 
(eie cdd er oes 
Does it almost fel ike you've been hece before? : qus 
ow am | gone be on opis about кит луш 
нает goma be стори dou ба? 
pestes Ба йи ring болей ot ol? 
~*~ 


OVERJOYED 


ена bj Don Sh 
‘Mark Crew ond Don Smith 
ны 
"Mork Crew: Keyboards ond programming 


Oh б overjoyed 
When you биеп fo my words 
see hem sinking in 
Oh I see them crawling underneath your skin 


Words ore ой we have 
Well be tolking, we'll be talking 
These word ore all we have 
Wel be talking 


‘And hear yo cling inthe dead f ight 
'Oh beor You cling in he dead c ight 


When you're always flling off the fence thot way? 


Words ore ой we have 
Wefl be ооо, vell be talking 
‘These words ore all we have 
We'll be talking 


And ear yo cling п во dod of ight 
‘Oh hear yo cling бө dead oí 
‘And | heor you calling inthe dood of 
‘Oh! heor you calling inthe dead of ni 


‘Oh eel overjoyed 
When you listen to my words 


These streets ore yours you con keep ет 
т 


атака Think see ye 
I he opes c other отеп, 


‘Oh we have stoined these walls 
‘With our mistokes and Век. 


But even if we won't odmil it o ourselves 
We'll walk upon these streets ond think of не else 
So won't show my face here anymore 
Oh t won't show my осе here anymore 


All hats lft behind 

Je o shadow on my mind 
Ashodow соз! upon the мой 
А silhouette ond nothing more. 
otis ой богу loft behind. 


RE EE 

We'll wolk upon: hes sens на of litle else 
ВЕ Е 
ЕЕ 


Do you Ще the person you've] 


Under he weight of living? 


You're under the weight of living 


Е Under the weight of living 
^^ You are under the weigh, 
ight of ving, the weight of living. 


К 
ный һ how is going ю be. 


Љом irs going to bo 


Under the weight of living 
You're under the weight of living 
Under the weight of living 


You 


The weight 


ө oder the weight, 
y he weight living 


ICARUS 


flying too close to the sun — 
And Konus’ life it hos only just begun 
Mg begun 
Stonding on На СИН face 
Habes fl yev ever 
"score тебей то death 


ook out фе ftue. 
But им you пон 
‘Solake озады bre 


‘Your hands protect the flames from the wild winds oround you 


(капия is flying foo close tothe sun 
And согот Ме it hos only 

This is how it feels to Yoke o fo 
Ikarus is fying towards on early grave 


‘You pot up your defences when you leave 
You leave because you're certain of whe you want lo be 
You're putting up your armour when you leave 
And you leave becouse you're certoin of who you wont ю be 


(когиз is flying too close to the sun 

And Koray ie hes ony ot begun 
This is how it feels to Yoke o 

korus is fying towards an обу grave 


Are you going 
‘Are you going fo leave! 


You slays tok it further 
Thon | ever can 


When oblivion 

Is calling out your nome 

You always take и further 
Thon I ever con. 


FLAWS 


Written by Dan Smith 
rend br Мон ен nd Dos Sih 
Don Smith Vocals, keyboards, pono о "i 
Mask Crew: Keyboards and programming. — 


When ll of your flaws and al of my flows or 
А wonderll par ofthe mess that 
‘We pick ourselves undone 


All of your flaws and ой of my flaws, they lie there hand in hand 
‘Ones we've inherited, ones that we learn 
They poss from man lo man 


There's o hole in my soul 

\ соп fli сот iin 

There's о hole in my soul 
Con you fll И? Con you fil ir? 


You havo always wor your flaws upon your sleeve 
And I hove always buried them deep beneath the ground 
Dig them up = les finish what we started 
Dig them up - зо nothing’ ей unturned 


Alo your Hows ond all of my Ra, when hey hove been 
We'll seo that we need them to be who we 
‘Without them we'd be doomed 


There's а hole in my soul 
ow fit 


Con yeu fili? Con you il i 


‘You have always worn your flaws upon your sleeve 
‘And I have always buried them deep beneath the ground 
Dig them up = les finish what we started 
Dig them up - so nothing’ left unturned 


When ll of your Вани and oll of my flaws ore counted 
When ll of your flaws and oll of my ava ore counted 


You have always worn your flaws upon your sleeve 
And оне always buried them deep beneath the ground 
Dig them up - lel finish what we started 
Dig them up - so nothing’ left unturned 


All of your lows and oll of my Ван» are lid out one by one 
ook o the wonderful mess thot we mode 
We pick ourselves undone 


Dan Smith: Vocals, keyboards, piano, 


—- 


DANIEL IN THE DEN. 


Written by Don Smith 
Produced by Mork Crew ond 


Moving along ot o росе әлің 
Go о, go, go, до, go. 


felled in the night by the ones you think you love 
They will come for you 


Dreaming olong o! o pace you'll understand: 
Gor де д» qo go go 0% 


And you though the lions were bod 
‘Weil they tried to kill my brothers 
And for every king thot died 
Oh they would crown another. 
And ifs horder than you think 
Telling dreams from one another 
‘And you thought the lions were bod 
Well hey tried to kill my brothers 
Felled inthe night by the ones you think you love 
They will come for you 
Oh to see who it means to be free 


OF he shackles ond бе dreams бо you бот tope ы 


‘And felled in the night by Ihe ones you think you love 
They will come for you 


felled in the night by the ones you think you love 


felled inthe night by the ones you think you love 
Felled inthe night by the ома you Вей you love. ove 


Yao e night you ont be fund 
- "7 s 


# you hod your gun would you shoot il ot Ње sky? 


LAURA PALMER 


Wrinen by Don Smith 
Produced by Mark Crew ond Don Smith 
Don Smith: Vocals, Keyboards, pono and programming 
Mork Crew: Keyboords and progromming 
illom Forquorson: Boss 
Sings performed by Sophie Locke, Jul Le, 


Willemijn Steerbokkers Violin), Alexandro Urquhart (Viole, 


Richord Philips ond Verity Evanson (Cello) 
Walking си nto the dork 


Синод out o differen! path 
led by your beoting heart 


АЙ фе people ofthe town 
Cost 


Pod your bectng Моп 

М The моз all you hod 
You ro nn йө sg Roa ыы 
то рой pon We rond 


Why? To see where it would foll 

Oh will you come down ot oll? 

If you bod your gun would you shoot it о! бе sky? 
Why? То see where your bullet would fell 


Oh will you соды даут о! ой? 


GET HOME 


Written by Don Smith 
Produced by Mark Crew ond Don Smith 
Dan Smith: Vocals, keyboards, piano ond programming 
Mork Crew: Keyboards and programming 


How om I gonna: 
How om дом 


We ore the lost people standing ofthe end of Ihe night 
We ore the greatest protenders in the cold morning 


night ond моме had many of them 
сам out buf 1 know ЇЇ land here ogoi 


Нон om I gonna get mys Боб оте? |, 
How om 1 доо gt mpl bak hom L1 Iz 
Tiere o light in Не bedroom bol f dark 
Scotered огош on We floor ‘oh 


ВВ just onother night ond we've had 
morning we're cost out but | know I'l] 


How om I gonna get myself bock he 
How om I gonno де! myself boek he 


m 
"They cone my 3 


How om | gonna де! myself bock home? |, |, 1... 
How om I gonna get myself back home? I 

Oh how ст! gonna get myself back homme? |, 1 |... 
How am gonna get mysol back home? , 1... 


Ihave 


Your Боду ies upon the sheets 
Of рори и wards so sweet 
Таил say he words 
Eee 


you down now you vill ive forever 


The бори Inthe versa and you will live forever 


1 have wri 


And ol the 


нў уро deen пен you wil iv forever 
wil read you ond you lve 
in eyes ее yet 


THE SILENCE. 


(DEMO) 


Writen by Dan Smith 

Сена 

n Sih js, pono ond programming 
Mork Cres: Keyboards ond programming 


"m We тойо aur ogreemenis bout when fo дөө 
47% And гөчө yo и 
i ¥ ы те a piece of your history thot you're. al our онт The cold evening aches as it init 
Speck in words you picked өр os you walked trough i lone Ob We memories ен by he doy. 
Маринка Med T Ch ond aus edd 
on the wor, пос h a 
е our heads. 
Now you've hia wall ond ii not your foul м тім how our short ile lives 4. 
My deor, my des, ту deor thal they vill eod 


Now you've А o woll ond you hit it hord 
e iy deor, my deor, ch deor. 
ИВ not enough fo be dumbstrock 
Соп you Бі е silence? 


‘Oh, ch con you fee he silence? 


"My deat ту deor, my decr. 
New yes ea wl abd fou it ord 
My door, ту deer, 


is et etal ta дейме. 
‘silence? 


Oh, eh con yeu el he дана? 
Icon’ foke i anymore 

. Cus iris not be dumbstruck 
1 em "Can you fil the silence? / 


ен а 
E 

Ifyou give it а nome then it’s alreody won 
e 


Cus il is nol enough to be болиги 
Соп you БЇ ће silence? 


‘You must have the words in hot heod of yours 


EET Coe aM 


Yemen kém eater ed iu 


: I he ie nea ond 
" ын we grow ond matur shows 


Уорън rarity of ruth № 


|your mind and youth his rewind 
nn 5: prod 
rl olan Жу, lost 


Я 


tios ау 
а) j^ 
Irs nol йе т обом уу 7 


‘You must have the words in that bead of yours 


Oh, ch con you feel the silence? 


can юе it onymore 
Cos i is not enough to be dombstruck 


WEIGHT OF LIVING, РТ.1 


Written by Don Smith 
Produced by Mork Crew and Don Smith 
‘Don Smith: Vocals, keyboards, piano and programming. 
"Hark Crew: Keyboards ond programming 
William Ferquarson: 


Chris ‘Woody’ Wood: А 


25 
Con you соту 
Соп you stand е person you've become? 
‘Oh here's a light 
Your albatross < Lt it go, let it go 
‘Oh your albatross» Shoot it down, shoot it down 
When уви just can't shake the heavy weight of living 


ing forword out into the doy 
Stopping ard 2 


Зури memory | 


ct 
ам of iig 


ы 
А down, shoot it down 

neh ng 

wre of Wve 


Oh you go to sleep on your own 


‘And it cares you being 
Ivo lent resort 


Е 
О 
Yes mother eel el enger suds об б кеу big 
a r r ae 
th eon tht ald Re gli hat coe undone 
ЕН 


Oh you go to sleep on your own 
And you woke each day with your thoughts 
| And it scores you being aloe 

Ws a last resort 


% 


Oh you до о ep on your own 
And you woke eoch day with your thoughts 
And scores you being loe 2+ 
Wee last resort 


Jod you woke each doy wih you hough | % 
you Дона. a 


№ 


Е ease yt me re 
‘You show me the йу! мей em 
СЕО ера 
We drive through Pa cy Beneath ће Durbon Ski 
On the dey you mode your vows 
еа 
Tt poured down, down, down 
Grey ond brown he seventies 
The мін you wore and Ње ones you loved 
Were зо young, were so young, god you were зо young 


2 


When you take me here ifs olive 
When you toke me there its alive Û j 


Wrien by Benito Валіна, John Garren Il, Michal 
Froncece бот, Congo варто, Аввиу Cordon, 


BASTILLE 


ШИ numm ОН uL | 
| 
| 


Would you teach me how to love ond от 
There be nothing А for me a year 
Think of me о burn ond ll те he'd your Pond 


1 don wont so foce fo Fate the world in Years 
Please think ogoin Fm on ту knees 
‘Sing thot song fo те по reason Jo repent 
This й фе rbi of he night. 

The night, oh 


p sgh 
о 


и 
ты а блум» 


fo) 
hoa 
conse Кө тоду Шен gro 

а 


АНИ to your енд 
төс Бір look n Ней eyes 
ДАНИЯ v your Нілді 
Nieren core ond ope you're alight 


tan fale drow 
| con Feel it pulling me bod 
из pulling пе бо, Va pul me 
Teen feel the 
xen fel it pulling mo back 
Ié инод то boc, И pulling me 


WHAT WOULD YOU DO 


in by Rte borde ed Ryan 
Seedy ark rw and De i 

Dan Sth eels locuni pena екі ое 
в 


Boys ond girls wonna heor о ue story? 
Saturday night was ot this real wild рогу 
There wes liquor overlowin' the cup 
About five or six tri хай fro buck 
Herre Lem wa eer Mah We 
‘said “Why you up in there dancing for cos 
1 guess a whole los changed since I see you lost” 
She said 


“Whol wei you do you son wer ol hone 
Crying «1 aleng on he bedroom oor 
‘cus hungry ond he only way o feed Кт 

WIN o mon for о йн bil of money 

^ дом, in and ou of lock down 

gela ey ht of pking rk тон 

So for you this sus o good ime Би for me 
yee fiiis what al ie 


“ой you ol he өлү ona hav o bel 

(aee epe d 
т 
гү doy ile up hoping ede" 
Sha sad "My god knew аро pein cos 
Me ond my sister ran суу to our daddy соо rope us 
Before | was о teenage 
сан e eed tene, 


“Whol would you de if you sen wos ot home 
catalog on he becom for 
"си hes hungry ond the озу wey ө feed him 
а a Lu etu 
i and out o eck down 


“What would you do?* 
“Got up off my feet and stop making fired excuses” 


SKULLS 


aen by Don ih 
‘Mack Crew ond Don Smith 
Бобан 
Mork Crew: ‘and programming 
‘William Forquorson: Boss 


ioe 

Же vm ese rel he soon of es Oy 
(iS 

Wey down des vere he shod ore heavy 


\ can't help but think of you 
In these four walls my thought seem to wonder. 
To some diston! contr 
When everyone we know is 6 feet under 


When ой of our fiends are dead ond just 
Red e soU by de Ws cheer bor bat you екіге 
For all to see 
When our lives are over ond all hot remains 
Are cur skulls and bones lets take И othe grove 
fend Hold me in your arms, hold me in your arms 
Fil be buried here with you 
‘And ll hold in these hands all hat remains 
I dont want to rest in peace. 


Rene 
GE CC SL 
ана 
аси 


When ellc qur friends ore deod ond just a memory, 
We i id by idet (а, 


When our lives оге over ond all bat 


remains 
Aro our Май and bones les take # to the grove 
eld me in 


TUNING OUT. 


© Holy Night ranged by Don Smith ond Mark Crew 
‘Skulls written by Don Smith 
Fisted by Mak ove qui pim dh 
Bon Sm: Vocals Keyboards, Бато ond programming 
Crew Keyboords and programming 
Wiliom Farquarson: Bass 


night the экиз are brightly shining 
ist ih үр де vers ee 
Te appeared end бе sol foc 
Atha of hope the weary wold rejoices 
For yonder breaks а new ond glorious morn 


Fallon your knees oh heor the ongel voices 
‘night divine 
о right thet ods 1o mom 


Fallon your knees oh hor the ongel voices 
© night divine 
O righ when ri was born 
‘night O holy i 
E dread 


THANK YOU. 


Bastille is Chris Wood, Kyle Simmons, 
‘Wil Farqarsen end Don Smith 


Thank you ой our зд ond friends for their support 
sod entucgena There эт кө тору ө ane re bt 
yov know exec who yo ore, Huge thanks ю everyone 
"wha we ve Been lucky enough o have werk on our 
ст We massively вррисен everything you've done, 
big end small Poly, Josh, Lise the Block Fox Oreom 
om = you rule. Mark Crew =| everything 
dude, A huge thank you to Nick Виден ond ln Carew, 
‘ond everyone o Virgin EM boh old ond new you 
ore awesome ond we lve you: Don Sonders, Al yea 
Ато, Jessica Атый, Richard Ashton, Jason Baily, Jodie 
‘Commidge,Jne! Choudry он Clarke, led Cockle 

Alex Cowper, Luke Ferran Morin Боп, iin Пеш, 
‘Ashley Forbes, Mark Furman, James Hock, Dovid 
sow som tice To Neh Sr hn, Nene 
MeGeoogh, Bruno More, Сее OBrien, Dave Кори, 
‘Mork Renkin, Vic Sindermann, Seve Skelton, Tina Skinner, 
Thom Wreher ond ой of hose in the Universe 
soles toms, Thonks бету Wats, Coraline Ellery 
cond everyone at Univeral Music Publishing. Tonk you 
To our US Team: Steve Borne, Ashley Burns, Briony 
‘Sermon, Bil Carroll, Веоо Colburn, Fiona Dearing, Ron 
Ток, Ein Ситу Ambrosio Healy, Michelle beer, 
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Thonpion мәде nk Mee Horde, 
on ond бе people ot Coda Music Agency, 
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